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Che Ballad of 
Betsy Ann 


(Recollections of an Old Hunter) 


With a few more months to go, 
But there’s many a thing the young ones lack, 


1. only a poor old worn out mare 
Which none but the old ones know ; 


—— And [ve often thought, in my browsing hours, 
Of the truth of the saw which said, 
By the time there’s sense in the brain of a horse 
The strength of his legs has fled. 


They are just as quaint, are the ways of a horse, 
As the ways of a Maid with a Man. 

You can scarce believe the spite and greed 
In the souls of the “‘ also ran.” 


For whatever you say, in your arrogant way, 
Of the logic of life as a whole ; 

Have you any good cause, in Biology’s laws, 
To deny that the horse has a Soul ? 


But folk reck little of lives to be, 

'— Nor much of the lives which were ; 

’f& Yet I'll prattle a moment of what 

f seemed good, 

When the whole of the world was 
fair. 


F my father I only know stable-talk, 
Which dubbed him a grand old boy, 
With the chest of a bull, and the thighs 

of a stag, 
And the kick of perennial joy. 


He had purple blood at his proud old heart, 
And I have that in my Veins 

Which, far away in the Mists of the Past, 
Has raced the Arabian plains. 
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MY MOTHER WAS JUST AS MOTHERS ARE, 
GENTLE AND SOFT AND MILD 
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My Mother was just as Mothers are, 
Gentle and soft and mild ; 

Whatever she proved to the world outside, 
She was kind to her wayward child ; 


For I munched her mane, and nuzzled her nose, 
And pulled hairs out of her tail, 

And only once did she raise her heel, 
And tap on the stable rail. 


Her whimper still is in my ear, 
The aching in my heart, 

When they led me away, that cruel day, 
And tore our lives apart. 


All through the night, in quivering flight, 
The plaintive pleadings stole ; 

The great despair was in the air 
Of a mother who mourned her foal. 


She whinnied to me, and I whinnied back— 
*““ Mother, I want you so.” 

Has the world of men the dimmest ken 
Of the depth of a creature’s woe ? 


UT the Moons swung by, and the seasons 
waned, 
Till there came one morn of May, 
When they said to me grimly, “ Now, my 
girl, 
“'You’ve got to do more than play ” ; 


So they hustled me round on a lunging rein, 
And saddled my back, and then 

They taught me, what never I thought to learn, 
The curious ways of men. 
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“ She jumps like a Kangaroo,” said they, 
“ And goes like the North Express ” ; 

To which, I remember, a beef-cheeked man 
Complacently murmured, “ Yes.” 


But I went away from the beef-cheeked man 
To a dear old country home, 


Where tall trees shadowed the lush green grass, 


And it seemed there were worlds to roam. 


My Master, I found, was young and gay, 
Blue eyes, and chestnut hair, 
Who stroked my throat, and tickled my nose, 


And gave me the name I bear. 


-“ The Kitchen Maid’s Name was Betsy,” said he, 
*“* And the name of my Nurse was Ann ; 
So, to make me think of them both, poor dears, 


You'll have to be Betsy Ann. 
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“ There’ll never be closer of pals than we, 
And we’ll have the best of fun ; 
We’ll show them how to face a fence 


At the end of a ten-mile run. 


“It’s a blasphemous crowd in the first few fields, 
When the butcher boys ramp and swear ; 
But a dream of the gods, as the ranks thin out, 


And none but the best are there.” 


O when the Summer Suns grew faint, 
And nights were crisp and cold, 

We passed together through the woods 
Ablaze with tawny gold. 


I learned the Magic of the horn, 
The music of the hound, 
The burnished gleam of dying leaves, 


The smell of moistened ground. 


The summons of the past was there, 
Of all the gaunt and wild, 
Of nature challenging the schools, 


And calling to her child. 
8 


Nay ! Even when the trees showed dim 
Against November gloom, 
Or rancorous North-Easters shrieked, 


Like creatures done to doom, 


We heeded not, or gale or cold, 
So long as hounds ran keen, 
A stout dog fox, and the lady pack, 


And a country fair and clean. 


I hailed each one, the wind, the rain, 
The sunbeam, and the storm. 
And after them all came a nice hot Mash, 


And a stable sweet and warm. 


They cuffed me down with a wisp of hay, 
They hissed like an angry swan ; 

Then left me to slumber away the night, 
Or doze o’er the day which was gone. 


The Age of Gold! The realm of Youth ! 
The glory and glow they lent ! 

When pattering rain, and reeking earth, 
Foretold of a breast-high scent. 


The blood ran red in the veins, those days, 
And fences were made to leap ; 

The only hours which were wasted were 
The hours that were lost in sleep. 


For sleep took a toll of the pageant of life, 
A lull between better and best, 

Like drawing a favourite covert blank, 
When the wind is a straight Sou’-West ; 
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THE RAPTUROUS RUSH OF THE RACE FOR THE BRUSH 
WITH HALF OF THE HORSES DOWN 
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Though oft, in my dreams, the gay pack streams - 
O’er the stubbles I know so well, 

From Childerley Gate to Madingley Wood, 
Or The Lizard to Boscobel. 


The fury and fun of that half- 
hour’s run 
From the Willows to Tipsy Town, 
The rapturous rush of the race for 
the brush 
With half of the horses down. 


The toss which we took at the Bilberry brook, 
The tumbles and crashes I’ve seen, 

The punishing pace of that long stern chase, 
When we killed on the village green. 
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UT I want to come to my best of days, 
B And tell it with all my power, 
For it fused a hundred tepid months 
Into a burning hour. 


There were shouting crowds, and screeching bands, 
And funny men who yelled ; 


I didn’t know what it meant, of course, 
But I felt the force it held. 


cee 
There were some who gabbled of nine to two, |, <.05* 


And some of eleven to ten 5 
It sounded so silly, but all seemed mad, 
And the maddest of all were Men. 


There was one who roared like 
a baited bull, 


That The Field was seven to 
one, 


While another one muttered—in thunderous tones— 
That the going was good for the Dun. 
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My Master stroked my ears and neck, 
And whispered through the din, 

‘“ There’s someone, Darling, here to-day 
Whom I want to see me win. 


‘So fight to the finish, for all you’re worth, 
To the uttermost last you can. 
You don’t know all that it means to me. 


Do your best for me, Betsy Ann.” 
4 ‘3 


They lined us up as best they could, 
For we’d every nerve aglow ; 

Till suddenly someone dropped a flag, 
And somebody shouted “ Go! ” 


In every pulsing vein, 
Not caring much what lay ahead, 


So long as they gave us rein. 


We rattled up to a stake-and-bound, 
And cleared it in easy stride ; 

Then round on the left to a wattled fence, 
With a gulf on the landing side. 


A few fields on we were all agog, 
For we dropped in an open plough ; 
The Roan refused—the Chestnut fell— 


We were only some ten left now ; 
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And as through the sticky clay we lurched, 
I remember My Master said, 

‘“ Don’t bustle yourself over this, my girl. 
There’s plenty of work ahead.” 


So he steadied me down, though I tossed my head 
And thought I had lots to spare, 
Just like the turbulent pride of youth, 


With its insolent Devil-May-Care. 
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There were four ahead of us then, I saw, 
And fire flew into my brain ; 

My Master stooped in the saddle— 
He lovingly touched my mane. 


“Don’t you be a silly like that big Bay, 
Who thinks it’s the end of the fun ; 

There are two miles yet of the stiffest course 
You'll ever be asked to run.” 


So we swung along, as an old dog-hound, 
Who knows that the fox will 
fail, 
Just surely clearing the made-up 
hedge, 
And taking no risks at the 
rail. 


But it wasn’t as easy as all this sounds, 
For the ditches were deep and wide, 
You had to go for all your worth 
To be safe on the landing side. 
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An awkward drop—a shelving bank— 
And soft where you thought it sound— 
It’s none so simple as folk make out 
To live it the whole way round. 


We were down in the dip, on a deadened turf, 
When my master shouted, ‘‘ Look ! ” 

He touched my rein—he flicked my flank— 
And we tore at the open brook. 


A flash of dark beneath my feet, 
Burnished and bright and still, 

A struggle on the further bank, 
And then we faced the hill. 


** Gently, once more, my Betsy Ann, 
Gently,” again he said. 

“There are always fools who blunder in 
Where angels fear to tread.” 


Twas ever his wont to talk like this 
In times of stress and strain, 

But I’d found there was sense in the things he said, 
So I slowed to the tightened rein. 


We rose the ridge as fresh as grass 
Beneath the morning dew, 

And after the three, which were still in front, 
We swept like a hound in view. 


The Brown went down at 
the double ditch ; 
At the rails fell the Dap- 
pled Grey ; 
So it meant a fight to the 
death for me 
Against the giant Bay. 


He was well in front, three lengths or more, 
With half a mile to go; 

But the jumps were simpler, and he’d gone fast, 
While my master and I’d gone slow. 


So every yard we gained an inch, 
Till, as the last fence we flew, 

The Bay was ahead by half a length, 
And the end of it no one knew. 
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Little by little, but foot by foot, 
We crawled up the big Bay’s side ; 

We reached the saddle—we touched the girth— 
We were galloping stride for stride. 


His rider lifted his whip, and then, 
As nozzle to nose we ran, 

A voice stuttered huskily into my ear, 
‘“* Now go for him, Betsy Ann!” 


My breath was coming in gusts and gasps— 
There wasn’t much left in me now— 

My heart was thumping against my ribs, 
Like the gulp of an old steam plough. 


But I saw the big Bay stagger, and 
‘The thought flashed into my mind, 

“ There’s a sporting chance for you even yet 
If you'll fight till you both are blind.” 
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LIFTED HIS WHIP, 


HIS RIDER 


GO FOR HIM, 


NOW 


al? 


nha as 


Un 


nd 
oye 
P 


af 


‘ aes 


eS “s 


oe St ae are hah 
ait \ yo, , val, ta aay re i 


\ ie 7 } 
od 7 sake 
‘ee LA, ony mm 


1 


My Master stroked my flanks with the whip, 
As gently as brave men can, 
And again he murmured inside my ear, 


** Do your best for me, Betsy Ann ! ” 


Fifty yards only before us now, 
There stood the waiting mob ; 

The breathings of both the Bay and me 
Were like a dying sob. 


He was game, was the Bay, and game was I— 
We fought it right up to the last— 
A final heave—a despairing plunge— 


The Winning Post was passed. 
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And then a roar, like the raging sea, 
Surged into the April sun— 
“Did I give you the tip?” “ Did I tell you, 
Bob ? ” 
“* The brave little mare has won! ” 


“She hasn’t!” “She has!” ‘* The 
Bay bd ke) ae RS Can a 
The hurly-burly grew ; ie 
Till the word went forth from the /§ a 
Judges’ box, , 
And all the thousands knew. 


Adown the course, from flag to flag, 
The rough deep murmur ran, 

Fainter and fainter, yet ever the same, 
And the burden was “ Betsy Ann.” 
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“VOU'RE THE STAUNCHEST THING ON THE EARTH,” SAID HE, 
“AND THERE WON'T BE A BETTER ABOVE” 


OWN from the saddle My Master 
slipped. 
My strength was well-nigh spent. 
He snuggled his face against my neck, 
Around me his fond arms went. 


** You’re the staunchest thing onthe earth,” said he, 
‘** And there won’t be a better above. 

There’s only one in this fine old world 
I love with a deeper love.”’ 
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HE shadows lengthen on the sward, 
And are lengthening over me. 

Never again will the lights flash out 
Which once there used to be. 
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I can but muse on things which were 
As, in Life’s eventide, 

My dear old master comes to me, 
With a lady by his side. 
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ME, 


SHE ALWAYS ENDS BY KISSING 


TO SHOW SHE LOVES ME TOO 


Her eyes are soft with the liquid brown 
Of pools in an up-land wold ; 

Her hair is bronze as the Autumn woods, 
With a glint of the Autumn gold. 


A radiance seems to wrap her round, 
Compelling and supreme ; 

You know not how, nor whence, it came, 
Nor why it bids you dream. 


She fondles me, she teases me, 
Then, like a woman true, 
She always ends by kissing me, 
To show she loves me too. 


Blessings on both! and I sing to myself, 
** Twas a grand old race we ran. 

It can never be said that he asked in vain 
For the best of Betsy Ann.” 
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